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<£    EDITORIALS    ^ 


At  present  we  have  more  cattle  than  we  have  ever  had  in  the 
history  of  Farm  School,  and  in  view  of  this  fact  the  authorities 
found  it  necessary  to  build  an  annex  to  the  old  barn,  to  house  all 
of  the  young  stock. 

During  the  early  part  of  August  the  students  set  to  work 
to  clear  a  plot  for  the  foundation.  In  order  to  accomplish  this  a 
large  walnut  tree,  which  had  been  growing  there  for  over  fifty 
years,  had  to  be  removed,  and  it  furnished  considerable  work 
for  the  students.  The  foundation  was  laid  and  the  building  was 
begun  immediately  after. 

The  work  in  building  and  laying  the  foundation  was  entirely 
performed  by  the  students  of  the  Farm  Department,  and  it  is 
quite  a  tribute  to  their  skill  as  amateurs. 

The  new  barn  is  the  fourth  structure  of  its  kind  to  be  built 
by  the  students  during  the  last  three  years.  It  is  well-built  and 
affords  ample  room  for  the  young  stock;  a  considerable  portion 
of  the  second  floor  is  reserved  for  hay  and  other  feeds. 

A  change  has  also  been  made  in  the  old  barn.  A  new  granary 
has  been  built,  and  the  old  granary  will  be  used  as  a  machine  shop 
by  the  Professor  of  Agriculture. 
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A  spirit  of  enthusiasm  that  the  game  of  football  seems  to 
convey,  has  indeed  infused  new  life  into  football  candidates  of  the       * 
Farm  School.     They  are  out  in  great  numbers  this  year  and  still      f 
continue  to  be  at  this  time  of  the  season. 

Last  season  there  were  enough  candidates  for  two  elevens. 
Gradually  the  squad  dwindled  down  to  thirteen  men,  and  the 
regular  team  was  left  without  a  scrub  team,  thus  giving  them 
very  little  practice.  This  year  the  spirit  that  was  manifested 
by  the  candidates  the  first  day  continues.  As  a  result,  the  regular 
team  have  had  considerable  practice,  and  they,  in  turn,  have 
developed  a  competent  scrub  team.  The  regular  team  was  treated 
to  a  grand  surprise  this  year  in  the  form  of  a  football  outfit,  given 
by  the  campers.  Our  eleven  is  in  good  shape  to  give  any  team  of 
its  class  a  hard  fight.  It  is  considerably  heavier  than  last  year's 
team,  and  also  exceeds  it  in  speed. 


Did  You  Ever? 

He  heard  an  awful  racket, 

The  sound  of  many  feet, 
Just  as  if  a  band  of  "  Injuns  " 

Were  tearing  down  the  street. 

His  eyes  were  on  the  motley  throng. 

Ah !  then  he  understood — 
Saw  them  making  for  a  door 

As  fastly  as  they  could. 

He  followed  them  quite  eagerly, 
With  eyes  most  everywhere; 

He  done  just  as  the  others  did, 
Stood  behind  his  chair. 

He  noisily  dropped  in  his  seat, 

Grabbed  his  knife  and  fork  in  haste, 

And  lo !  He  heard  a  kindly  voice — 
'Twas  Condor  saying  Grace. 

He  flushed  up  to  his  temples, 

Then  dropped  his  head  in  shame. 

At  last  he  raised  his  eyes  and  looked. 
See !     All  were  doing  the  same. 


( 
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Pictures  in  the  Grate 

When  the  day's  hard  toil  is  over, 

An'  the  hour's  gettin'  late, 
I  love  ter  sit  in  the  armchair 

Before  the  big  open  grate. 

With  my  slippered  feet  a-restin' 

Ton  the  an '-irons  at  the  side, 
I  feel  like  a  Rockefeller 

An'  my  breast  swells  up  with  pride. 

While  outside  the  cold  win's  bio  win' 

An'  rattlin'  the  winder  pane, 
It  kinder  sets  me  ter  hummin' 

Ter  drown  its  ghostlike  refrain. 

An'  I  hum  the  tunes  of  boyhood, 

Thet  I  used  ter  sing  each  week ; 
The  gospel  hymns  an'  the  ole  songs 

Of  the  schoolhouse  by  the  creek. 

But  my  voice  seems  growin'  fainter, 

An'  at  last  becomes  quite  still, 
An'  my  eyelids  feel  so  heavy 

Thet  they  scarce  obey  my  will. 

An'  I'm  jes'  about  a-slumb'rin' 

When  I  waken  with  a  start, 
But  the  yule-logs  only  crackle 

An'  the  moonbeams  'round  me  dart. 

Then  I  take  my  brown-skinned  meerschaum, 

Jes'  ter  smoke  ter  keep  awake 
An'  ter  watch  the  flames  a-playin' 

Hide  an'  seek  about  the  grate. 

As  they  hop,  an'  skip,  an'  scamper, 

Up  an'  down  the  chimney  flue, 
Then  squat  right  behin'  some  timber, 

Jes'  ter  keep  out  of  my  view. 
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There's  an  ever-present  solace, 

Sort  of  balm  fer  wounded  hearts, 
In  that  ruddy  glowin'  fire,  f 

An'  the  warmth  that  it  imparts. 

Always  lendin'  cheer  an'  comfort, 

Ter  the  rich  an'  poor  alike, 
Never  makin'  no  distincshun 

As  ter  whom  it  gives  its  light. 

Seems  ter  me  I  see  reflected 

In  the  fluctuatin'  blaze, 
My  whole  life  as  I  had  lived  it 

In  manhood's  halcyon  days, 

When  I  courted  a  sweet  lassie, 

Jes'  a  country  gal,  an'  when 
We  angered,  quarreled,  an'  parted, 

Nevermore  ter  meet  again. 

Ah,  too  plainly  are  enacted, 

Those  sad  scenes  of  long  ago, 
Each  flame  playin'  without  error 

Its  part,  as  if  prompted  so. 

There's  the  two  logs,  burnin',  glowin', 

'Twas  our  love  when  it  burned  bright ; 
Then  the  flames  turn  a  shade  paler, 

Love  was  dyin'  in  the  night. 

Now  the  light  grows  fainter,  dimmer, 

An'  the  yule-logs  break  apart; 
Thus  were  our  affections  severed, 

When  love  fluttered  from  our  hearts. 

Jes'  a  spark  glows  fer  the  moment, 

Then  goes  out,  leavin'  behin' 
But  a  pile  of  smokin'  ruins, 

Ashes — ter  throw  ter  the  win'. 
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So  was  I,  but  like  the  ruins, 
Of  the  fire  thet  had  gleamed; 

I  had  loved  a  country  maiden, 
Of  a  happy  future  dreamed. 

I  had  wooed  with  heart  so  loyal, 
While  the  light  of  love  was  bright, 

But  alas,  it  sputtered,  flickered, 
Then  went  out  leavin'  the  night. 

Leavin'  but  the  smoulderin'  ashes, 
My  achin'  heart  ter  burn, 

An'  the  mem'ry  of  a  sweet  face, 
Thet  would  nevermore  return. 


Leavin'  but  a  wretched  mortal, 
With  a  form  all  wrecked  an'  bent, 

Ne'er  again  ter  bear  love's  burden, 
With  life's  joys  ter  be  content. 


While  an  old  man  sat  so  lonely, 
In  an  armchair  'fore  the  grate, 

Pipe  and  song  had  been  forgotten, 
With  the  irony  of  fate. 

And  as  darkness  closed  about  him, 
A  belated  moonbeam  crept 

To  his  cheek,  and  found  a  teardrop, 
Showing  that  the  old  man  wept. 


Bang !     Crack !     Boom !     Cizz !     Tra  la  la !     Boom ! 

"Good  heavens,"  yelled  the  visitor.  "What's  that  terrible 
noise?" 

"Oh!  don't  be  alarmed,"  said  Stern.  "That's  nothing  serious. 
Just  Mr.  Halligan  going  up  the  steps,  singing." 
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Leaves  from  a  Reporter's  Note- Book 

by  elmore;  i.  lee,  '04. 

Under  the  above  heading  will  appear  a  few  recounters  of 
my  experience  in  newspaper  work  and  a  few  tales  of  encounters 
that  fellow  reporters  have  met  with.  For  reasons  purely  personal, 
the  name  of  the  city  in  which  many  of  these  happenings  occurred 
is  withheld  and  the  personages  represented  in  the  narratives  are 
fictitious.  The  first  of  these  experiences  which  follows  has  been 
appropriately  entitled 

DICK   PEARSON'S   BIG   SCOOP. 

It  was  Dick  Pearson's  first  week  as  a  newspaper  reporter- 
Although  inexperienced  in  that  line  of  work,  he  had  put  up  a  bold 
front  and  made  application  for  a  position  on  the  Times.  It  so 
happened  that  Bill  Dudley,  whose  route  included  the  fashionable 
district  of  the  city,  failed  in  health  and  at  the  advise  of  his  physician 
resigned  his  position,  that  he  might  go  to  the  country  to  recuperate. 

The  Times,  therefore,  was  short  a  man,  and  Pearson  was  after 
the  job.  True,  he  had  never  wielded  a  pencil  and  note-book  in 
his  life  but  when  Bob  Cramer,  who  was  occupying  the  city  desk 
at  the  time,  asked  him  if  he  ever  had  any  experience  in  newspaper 
work,  Pearson  was  as  unconcerned  as  though  he  was  an  old  hand 
at  the  business  and  told  him  that  he  had  seen  two  years  of  active 
service  on  the  New  York  Sun,  and  besides  he  was  well  acquainted 
with  the  city,  having  lived  there  before  going  to  the  metropolis. 

The  result  was  that  Pearson  was  to  have  a  "try  out"  and 
if  he  made  good  a  steady  berth.  His  route  covered  the  fashionable 
part  of  the  city  and  included  the  Oakland  Police  Station,  Jink's 
undertaking  establishment  and  the  Iroquois  apartment  house. 

The  first  night's  experiences  were  quite  novel  and  as  a  whole 
favorably  impressed  him.  He  enjoyed  the  solemn  silence  of  the 
undertaking  establishment,  the  criminal-like  atmosphere  of  the 
police  station  and  the  glamour  and  social  life  of  the  apartment 
house.  He  was  enthused  with  the  weird  feeling  of  excitement 
that  accompanies  one  when  on  the  trail  of  a  good  story.  The 
hustle  and  bustle  was  to  his  liking  and  especially  the  interviews 
with  strangers,  for  Pearson  had  a  line  of  talk  that  would  have 
done  credit  to  a  book  agent  or  a  life  insurance  solicitor. 

That  feeling  of  self-importance  on  being  permitted  to  peep 
at  the  "blotter"  on  which  the  record  of  daily  police  arrests  are 
recorded,  and  to  peruse  the  book  in  which  the  records  of  fires, 
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accidents  and  murders  are  kept  soon  asserted  itself  in  his  make  up. 
To  think  that  he  was  allowed  to  enjoy  the  honor  of  being  in  the 
presence  of  the  august  police  sergeant  was  an  unparalleled  pleasure 
in  his  career  and  one  which  he  highly  valued.  To  keep  on  the 
good  side  of  the  performers  of  the  law  was  a  duty  he  owed  to 
himself  and  he  proposed  to  nurse  it. 

Pearson  was  well  pleased  with  the  outcome  of  things.  The 
first  night  had  netted  him  a  suspicious  character  case,  while  the 
second  evening  a  shooting  affray  presented  a  strong  feature.  He 
had  studied  the  styles  of  his  fellow  reporters  and  had  written 
his  story  accordingly.  The  most  important  events  had  been  told 
in  the  first  paragraph  or  following  paragraphs  and  the  details  of 
the  affair  had  wound  up  the  story.  What  pleased  him  most  was 
the  few  alterations  and  corrections  that  were  made  upon  his  write- 
up  after  it  was  submitted  to  Bob  Cramer. 

News  was  scarce  in  his  district  on  the  fourth  day  and  on  the 
fifth  he  was  badly  scooped  on  a  petty  robbery.  The  other  morning 
papers  had  made  a  big  thing  of  the  occurrence  and  one  of  them 
had  featured  it  with  a  No.  i  head,  but  the  Times  did  not  have  a 
line  about  the  affair.  Cramer  drew  Pearson's  attention  to  the 
matter  and  inquired  the  cause.  Dick  had  replied  that  there 
wasn't  any  record  of  the  robbery  at  the  police  station,  whereupon 
Cramer  sarcastically  remarked  that  the  police  officials  were  not 
giving  out  news  about  robberies  and  that  the  reporters  had  to  find 
them  out  themselves.  Cramer  had  intimated  that  a  repetition 
of  the  affair  would  mean  a  swift  journey  homeward,  and  Pearson 
did  not  need  any  further  explanation  as  to  the  real  meaning  of 
the  intimation.  But  it  was  an  object  lesson  to  him — the  first  time 
his  inexperience  had  asserted  itself. 

There  is  nothing  in  newspaper  work  that  displeases  an  editor 
more  than  to  have  his  contemporaries  scoop  him  on  an  important 
story  and  there  is  nothing  that  will  suffuse  his  countenance  with 
smiles  more  quickly  than  to  have  the  better  hand  of  his  rivals. 
A  reporter  who  can  bring  in  scoops  becomes  a  valuable  adjunct 
to  the  paper  on  which  he  is  employed,  and  in  time  there  is  generally 
a  very  pleasing  adjustment  in  his  salary. 

'Twas  the  Sunday  evening  of  the  following  week  that  Pearson 
was  assigned  to  cover  the  sermon  of  one  of  the  foremost  ministers 
in  his  district  and  to  attend  to  his  route  as  well. 

The  police  had  made  very  few  arrests  that  day,  in  fact  only 
four,  when  they  had  i  aided  a  speak-easy  and  caught  four  negroes 
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shooting  crap.  Other  than  this  nothing  had  transpired  to  mar 
the  tranquillity  of  the  sabbath  day. 

Congregated  in  the  assembly  room  of  the  station  house  were 
Frank  Howley,  of  the  Post;  James  Withersbee,  of  the  Dispatch, 
and  Larry  Ogden,  of  the  Gazette,  discussing  their  different  assign- 
ments. After  comparing  notes,  Ogden  exclaimed:  "Gee,  but 
I'm  sorry  that  this  is  Sunday." 

"Why,  how's  that?"  queried  Howley. 

"'Cause  I'm  just  as  thirsty  as  a  duck  out  of  water.  Too  bad 
that  Sikes  isn't  open.  But  to  change  the  subject,  who's  the  new 
guy  that's  working  this  route  for  the  Times.  He  isn't  as  chummy 
as  poor  Bill  Dudley.  I  disliked  to  see  Dudley  give  up  the  job; 
maybe  he  didn't  put  me  wise  to  many  a  story  that  I'd  have  been 
scooped  on." 

"I  liked  Dudley  myself,"  chimed  in  Withersbee,  "but  I  don't 
care  a  rap  for  Pearson,  his  successor.  He  appears  to  be  stuck  up 
and  acts  like  one  of  those  guys  that  knows  it  all.  He  was  trying 
to  hang  around  me  last  night  in  the  hopes  of  getting  next  to  some 
story,  but  I  gave  him  the  slip.  Perhaps  if  he  had  offered  to  get 
rid  of  some  of  his  coin  at  Sike's  I  would  have  loosened  up.  To  tell 
the  truth  I  don't  fancy  him  and  if  I  could  be  the  means  of  having 
him  fired,  I'd  do  it." 

"I'm  with  you  in  that  respect,  Jim,"  put  in  Howley,  "and 
say,  I've  just  thought  up  a  novel  scheme.  What  do  you  say  to 
sending  'Ducky'  Pearson  on  a  wild  goose  chase.  He's  too  green 
to  get  next  to  what  we're  up  to.  There  will  be  loads  of  fun.  Here's 
what  I  propose:  I'll  drop  around  to  Jink's  and  telephone  to 
Pearson  and  make  believe  that  I  am  Cramer.  You  remember  I 
worked  under  Cramer  when  he  was  city  editor  of  the  Leader  and 
can  impersonate  him  to  perfection.  I'll  send  Mr.  Pearson  on  a 
big  assignment,  but  it  will  be  a  warm  one  and  a  long  jaunt  into 
the  suburbs.  Don't  you  think  that  Pearson  will  give  up  his  job 
in  disgust  when  he  finds  out  that  we've  made  a  fool  of  him?  I 
think  so — in  fact,  I  know  so.     But  first  let's  put  Coaxley  wise." 

Sergeant  Coaxley  was  informed  of  the  trick  about  to  be  played 
and  willingly  assented  to  help  in  its  fulfillment. 

"He  might  as  well  be  initiated  now  as  any  other  time,"  he 
replied,  as  a  broad  grin  suffused  his  countenance. 

Howley  warned  his  associates  to  act  as  unconcerned  as  possible 
and  slipped  around  to  Jink's,  which  was  about  a  block  from  the 
station  house.     On  the  way  he  passed  Pearson  who  was  bound 
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for   police  headquarters.     The  two   exchanged   compliments   then 
the  latter  proceeded  on  his  way. 

When  Pearson  entered  the  station  house  he  found  Withersbee 
and  Ogden  busily  comparing  notes. 

"Anything  doing,  Sergeant?"  he  asked,  as  he  approached 
the  desk. 

"Raided  a  speak-easy  this  afternoon  and  made  a  small  haul. 
You'll  find  the  names  of  the  captives  on  the  blotter,"  replied 
Coaxley  gruffly. 

Just  then  the  telephone  rang  and  the  Sergeant  answered 
the  call. 

"  Hello!  is  this  the  Oakland  Police  Station?  "  queried  a  mascu- 
line voice. 

"Yes,"  grunted  Coaxley;  "what  do  you  want?" 

"  Why,  this  is  Cramer  of  the  Times.     Has  Pearson  arrived  yet  ? ' ' 

"  He  just  came  in.     Do  you  wish  to  speak  to  him?  " 

"  If  it's  not  any  trouble,  I  wouldn't  mind." 

"Just  hold  the  line  a  moment,"  and  Coaxley  laid  down  the 
receiver.     "  Pearson,"  he  said,  "Cramer  wants  to  talk  to  you." 

Pearson  had  been  busily  copying  the  names  of  the  negroes  who 
had  been  arrested  in  the  raid  and  was  greatly  surprised  at  being  called 
to  the  phone.  Cramer  must  have  some  important  news  for  him 
he  thought  as  he  picked  up  the  receiver.  "Hello!  Mr.  Cramer?" 
he  asked.  "Yes;  that  you,  Pearson?"  came  the  reply  and  without 
waiting  for  an  answer  the  voice  continued:  "I  just  got  a  tip  on 
a  good  story.  A  baker  committed  suicide  on  his  wife's  grave 
early  this  evening  in  the  Laurel  Hill  Cemetery.  Shot  himself 
through  the  head.  I  don't  know  any  of  the  details,  but  you  will 
be  able  to  get  something  about  it  from  the  night  watchman.  We 
called  up  the  morgue  but  they  have  not  received  any  word  as  yet. 
Skip  out  as  fast  as  you  can  and  remember,  not  one  word  to  anybody. " 

Pearson  was  too  deeply  agitated  to  hear  any  more  and  flung 
the  receiver  on  its  hook  and  started  for  the  door.  At  last  he  was 
on  the  trail  of  an  exciting  bit  of  news.  He  would  put  forth  every 
effort  to  write  up  a  story  that  would  be  a  revelation  even  to  Cramer 
himself,  and  if  he  would  keep  quiet  he  would  scoop  his  fellow 
reporters. 

"What's  up,  Pearson?"  queried  Ogden,  as  the  former  was 
opening  the  door  to  the  street. 

"Just  a  hurry  up  call  from  the  office,"  replied  Pearson,  as  he 
closed  the  door  with  a  bang. 
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A  moment  later  Howley  appeared  on  the  scene  and  the  reporters 
and  Sergeant  Coaxley  enjoyed  a  hearty  laugh  to  themselves  as 
Howley  repeated  the  conversation  they  had  had  over  the  phone. 

"  But  how  in  the  deuce  did  you  manage  to  keep  from  laughing?  " 
asked  Withersbee,  as  he  poked  Howley  in  the  ribs,  good  naturedly. 

"I  just  made  myself  believe  that  I  was  in  earnest,  so  it  was 
an  easy  matter.  But  think  of  the  jaunt  he  will  have  at  this  hour 
of  the  night,  trying  to  discover  the  spot  where  the  awful  tragedy 
was  committed.  I  tell  you  the  ghost-like  atmosphere  of  a  grave- 
yard is  an  awful  tension  on  one's  nerves  in  broad  daylight,  but 
imagine  the  ghostly  feeling  that  must  pervade  one's  body  while 
in  the  proximity  of  a  cemetery  at  night.  The  thought  of  such  a 
thing  is  enough  to  give  one  the  creeps.  This  assignment  will  test 
Pearson's  nerve." 

"Rather  his  than  mine,"  put  in  Odgen.  "But  say,  fellows, 
it's  nearly  eleven  o'clock.     Let's  back  to  the  office." 

Whereupon  the  three  schemers  warned  Coaxley  to  keep  mum 
and  after  bidding  him  good-night  left  the  station. 

Howley  was  correct  in  his  suppositions.  Pearson  found  it  a 
long  journey  by  trolley  to  the  cemetery  and  it  was  nigh  half-past 
eleven  when  he  reached  the  lonely,  gloomy  place.  Silence  reigned 
supreme  and  it  took  him  fully  five  minutes  to  summon  up  enough 
nerve  to  enter  the  graveyard.  The  gravel  in  the  road  crunched 
by  his  feet  gave  forth  a  creeking  sound  and  the  summer  breeze 
seemed  to  wail  a  soft  and  pitiful  death  chant  as  it  whistled  by 
the  tombstone.  Pearson  had  summoned  all  of  his  courage  to 
continue  onward  in  the  hopes  of  finding  the  spot  where  the  suicide 
had  occurred,  when  directly  in  front  of  him,  he  thought  he  saw 
the  dim  outlines  of  a  prostrate  form .  He  stopped  short  and  listened . 
His  beating  heart  seemed  to  be  thumping  against  the  very  frame 
of  his  body  as  if  trying  to  break  its  way  to  freedom  and  its  beats 
seemed  to  echo  through  the  cemetery.  He  was  fast  losing  courage 
and  was  ready  to  faint  from  the  nervous  tension  under  which  he 
was  laboring,  when  a  gust  of  wind  slightly  moved  the  dark  object 
which  had  held  his  attention  and  the  moon  which  had  been  hiding 
behind  a  black  cloud  appeared  in  the  heavens  in  all  its  brightness 
and  flooded  the  graveyard  with  a  silvery  light.  What  Pearson 
thought  was  the  dim  outline  of  a  man  proved  to  be  only  an  arbor 
vitse  bordering  the  roadside  moving  to  and  fro  in  the  breeze. 

{To  be  continued.) 
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&    Notes  by  the  Way     <& 


Seen  and  Heard  by  an  Alumnus. 

THE  MANAGER. 

He  possessed  another  name,  but  I  trust  the  interest  in  his 
"show"  experiences  will  not  be  diminished  by  the  fact  that  I 
choose  to  introduce  him  as  The  Manager.  I  am  sure  you  will 
not  dislike  him.  He  was  the  kind  of  a  man  who  would  invite 
you  for  a  drink  instanter  than  he  became  acquainted,  and  I  doubt 
if  you  would  possess  the  moral  courage  to  say  No.  Not  that  I 
would  idealize  this  form  of  goodf ellowship ;  but  it  must  be  borne 
in  mind  that  had  he  the  fortune  of  a  good  home,  his  first  would 
have  been  to  drag  you  home  to  dine.  He  was  what  is  termed  a 
"good  fellow."  In  appearance  he  was  neither  handsome  nor  the 
reverse;  he  was  about  the  middle  height.  He  was  a  man  about 
town,  who  knew  everybody,  or  of  everybody,  though  everybody 
did  not  know  him.  Now  he  was  rich,  and  now  he  was  poor — 
rich  when  he  had  money  with  which  to  entertain  his  friends,  poor 
when  he  had  not  the  price  of  two  drinks,  for  he  would  never  keep 
his  own  company.  A  solicitor  by  profession,  he  more  often  solicited 
the  wages  of  pleasure  from  the  daughters  of  Eurynome — the  Graces 
— than  he  solicited  an  honest  penny  from  the  god  of  industry. 
Yet,  he  was  no  lazy  fellow,  for  whatever  task  he  once  made  up 
his  mind  to  perform,  he  performed  better  than  the  most  discerning 
would  give  him  credit  for,  and  when  it  became  necessary  to  spread 
the  "salve"    The  Manager  became  a  "captain  of  industry." 

It  was  after  a  long  spell  of  idleness  that  The  Manager  was 
induced,  by  a  friend  who  had  purchased  the  controlling  interest 
of  a  stranded  "fake"  vaudeville  show,  to  undertake  the  active 
managership  of  same,  to  which  he  consented  with  great  reluctance, 
as  he  hated  to  leave  his  beloved  streets — his  home — and  to  bury 
himself  amid  rural  surroundings  for  any  length  of  time.  In  view 
of  the  fact,  however,  that  his  task  was  to  end  immediately  after 
the  termination  of  the  "fair"  season,  generally  lasting  during  the 
months  of  September  and  October,  he  consented.  It  was  already 
the  middle  of  September,  which  in  a  measure  accounts  for  the 
fact  that  the  Excelsior  Gaiety  Company  were  in  dire  need  of  some- 
thing more  than  mere  wind  and  bluster,  and  it  was  The  Managers' 
friend  who  proved  to  be  the  "sucker"  who  bit  the  bait  thrown  to 
him  by  a  smooth-talking  stranger.  Thus  The  Manager  became 
the  head  of  the  Excelsior  Gaiety  Company. 
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Now,  in  relating  what  is  to  follow,  with  reasonable  accuracy, 
I  wish  it  to  be  understood  that  these  experiences  are  real  experi- 
ences, and  if  they  take  on  the  element  of  tameness,  it  is  because 
they  are  real,  such  as  have  fallen  to  the  lot  of  The  Manager,  and 
likely  to  fall  to  the  lot  of  any  other  man  unfortunate  enough  to 
be  placed  in  the  position  of  manager  of  a  "  fake ' '  show. 

As  before  intimated  the  company  had  been  stranded,  and  it 
was  a  hungry  company  that  greeted  The  Manager  when  he  arrived 
in  Williamston,  or  near  Williamston,  for  the  worthy  burghers 
of  the  aforesaid  town  did  not  look  with  any  favor  upon  the  hungry 
and  thirsty  company,  and  the  latter  feared  personal  violence 
therefor.  The  company  could  hardly  recollect  their  last  pay  day, 
but  when  they  saw  their  new  manager  their  hopes  experienced  a 
revival,  and  they  dreamed  beautiful  dreams,  the  nature  of  which 
it  is  needless  to  relate.  On  the  strength  of  these  hopes  the  fearless 
bicycle  performer  pledged  eternal  love  to  the  fair  ex-prima  donna 
and  promised  to  make  her  his  wife  as  soon  as  the  next  pay  day 
dawned  upon  them.  The  sword  swallower  the  celebrated  Borrappa 
Boreah,  son  of  a  Zulu  chieftain,  gave  vent  to  his  feelings  by  swallow- 
ing a  dozen  fiery  swords,  which  had  the  effect  of  making  him 
gloriously  drunk,  which  looked  suspiciously  as  though  he  had 
somewhere  procured  some  cheap  whiskey  in  quantities  too  much 
for  him.  The  Manager  was  very  wroth  thereat — because  of  the 
cheapness  of  the  whiskey.  The  philosophy  of  The  Manager  forbade 
him  to  acknowledge  too  much  good  whiskey ;  but  bad  whiskey,  ugh ! 
The  remainder  of  the  company  were  likewise  jubilant,  except  a 
pessimistic  fellow  who  claimed  to  have  hailed  from  Missouri  and 
wanted  The  Manager  to  show  him.  "Aw,  give  him  a  chanct," 
remarked  one  of  the  helpers,  "he  ain't  no  green  guy." 

The  Manager  mused  in  silence.  "Here's  a  beautiful  proposi- 
tion— no  food,  no  money,  no  nothing — but  I  guess  I'll  have  to 
see  it  through.  Can't  stay  in  this  bloomin'  field  much  longer. 
Eating  oats  and  drinking  it  down  with  water.  Eat  them  one  at  a 
time,  I  suppose,  Ha,  ha!  An  improvement  on  the  way  horses 
eat  them.  Catch  me  eating  oats !  And  drinking  water !  Beautiful 
scenery,  though,  but  you  can't  live  on — now,  where  did  I  hear  that? 
Funny  how  such  things  stick  themselves  foremost  in  your  nozzle  when 
you  least  need  them.  Guess  we  had  better  put  a  move  on."  This 
he  prepared  to  do,  making  his  objective  point  the  town  of  Spring- 
port,  where  a  county  fair  had  been  scheduled  for  the  coming  week. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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Wrecked  on  the  Pacific 

MARCUS    LEON. 

"Well;  I  shall  see  that  some  food  is  sent  you  this  evening." 

"Oh,  how  kind  of  you!  How  can  I  ever  repay  you?  What 
would  have  become  of  us  if  it  were  not  for  you  ?    May  God  bless  you ! ' ' 

Then  rising  from  my  seat,  I  bid  the  mother  and  child  good-bye, 
and  hurriedly  walked  towards  my  office.  Upon  arriving,  I  at  once 
telephoned  the  grocer  to  send  some  provisions  to  1 742  Grove  Park 
Lane,  where  this  mother  and  child  lived.  Then  I  boarded  the 
car  for  home.     Two  hours  later  I  was  sleeping. 

The  next  morning  after  breakfasting,  I  hurriedly  started  for 
1742  Grove  Park  Lane.  The  sky  was  clear,  brightened  by  the 
glistening  sun.  It  was  indeed  a  beautiful  morning.  All  was  sun- 
shine and  happiness.  Not  many  minutes  had  elapsed  before  I 
found  myself  before  the  house  I  sought.  I  walked  up  to  the  door 
and  gently  rapped.     Presently  the  door  opened. 

"Oh,  good  morning,  Mr.  Furley,"  cheerfully  uttered  the 
woman,  who  but  yesterday  was  heart-broken. 

"Very  beautiful  morning,"  I  happily  replied. 

"  I  received  the  food  you  sent  me  last  night,  and  cannot  help  but 
gratefully  thank  you  for  it,"  she  said,  with  a  gleam  of  hope  covering 
her  face;    "baby  certainly  did  like  those  biscuits." 

"By  the  way,  how  is  the  child  this  morning?"  I  said,  at  the 
same  time  stepping  towards  the  cot. 

"Oh,  she  is  much  better,  thank  you,"  she  happily  replied; 
"the  doctor  paid  us  another  visit  last  evening." 

"Well,  that  is  good.  Does  your  head  ache  much?"  I  said, 
turning  to  the  child. 

"  It  aches  a  little  but  not  as  much  as  it  did  yesterday,"  returned 
the  child. 

"  I  am  certainly  pleased  to  hear  that,"  I  replied. 

Suddenly  I  noticed  a  photograph  hanging  on  the  wall.  Step- 
ping towards  it  I  said,  "  Who's  photograph  is  that?" 

"Oh,  that — that  is  Frederick!  Yes;  my  lost  husband.  He 
was  such  a  kind  husband,  too.  How  I  remember  him  coming  home 
each  evening  from  his  hard  day's  work,  and  his  first  thought  would 
be  to  place  a  kiss  on  Nellie's  forehead." 

After  chatting  for  a  while,  I  placed  my  hands  in  my  pocket  and 
drew  out  a  slip  of  paper.  This  I  handed  to  the  mother,  repeating, 
"This  is  a  check  for  ten  dollars  with  which  you  may  supply  your 
wants  for  the  present." 
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"Oh,  how  kind  of  you — thank  you!  You  certainly  are  an 
angel  sent  from  above  to  save  us  from  misery  and  everlasting  ruin." 

At  this  moment  I  drew  out  my  watch  and,  after  glancing  at  it, 
said,  "  Well,  I  think  it  is  about  time  for  me  to  leave  you." 

"  Oh,  you  must  have  a  cup  of  tea  before  you  leave,"  she  kindly 
replied. 

I  insisted  that  my  time  was  limited  and  that  I  hardly  would 
be  able  to  remain.  But  after  persuading  me  to  stay,  I  consented. 
The  tea  was  very  refreshing  and  I  certainly  enjoyed  it.  After 
thanking  the  mother  I  bid  her  and  the  child  good-day.  I  hurriedly 
walked  down  the  street  and  shortly  after  found  myself  at  my  desk. 

Days  passed  by  and  the  child  was  slowly  convalescing.  Every 
now  and  then  I  would  pay  the  mother  and  child  a  visit  and  supply 
their  wants .  Occasionally  I  would  find  the  mother  indulged  in  weep- 
ing for  her  lost  husband.  At  these  times  I  would  try  to  comfort  her 
as  much  as  possible.  How  at  times  I  would  sit  and  watch  the  mother 
caress  her  child.     What  a  courageous  mother  she  had  been. 

One  day  while  walking  towards  my  office  my  attention  was 
attracted  by  some  human  being  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  children, 
some  distance  off.  I  hurried  towards  the  scene,  and  there  I  beheld 
a  man  of  middle  age,  dressed  in  an  old  worn-out  suit  of  blue,  sur- 
rounded by  a  multitude  of  youngsters  yelling  at  him  like  mad  dogs. 
I  disbanded  the  youngsters  and  took  the  man  in  my  charge.  I 
telephoned  for  the  patrol  wagon  and  had  him  taken  to  the  station. 
Here  he  was  questioned  by  the  judge,  but  refused  to  give  any 
answer  whatever,  thereupon  he  was  thrown  in  jail. 

That  night  I  could  not  sleep.  Something  seemed  to  worry 
me  about  that  man  I  had  taken  into  custody.  The  photograph  of 
the  man  I  had  seen  in  the  widow's  house  appeared  in  my  mind. 
What  a  resemblance  it  bore  to  this  man.  The  very  image  of  the 
photograph.  Thoughts  and  scenes  of  the  widow's  burdensome 
life  filled  my  mind.  Sleep  was  an  impossibility.  I  began  to  think. 
How  can  I  find  out  the  truth?  Would  it  do  to  bring  the  mother 
before  him?  No,  no;  that  would  never  do.  If  it  were  not  her  lost 
husband  she  would  surely  go  mad.  Well,  what  then?  What  could 
be  done?  Well,  I  thought,  I  will  try  to  have  a  conversation  with 
the  prisoner  in  the  morning.  In  this  manner  I  pondered  over 
many  ideas,  till  at  last  day  began  to  break.  I  dressed  and  after 
reading  the  morning  paper,  ate  some  breakfast. 

It  was  nearly  eight  when  I  left  home  for  the  jail.  I  was  greatly 
agitated  over  the  night   I  had  passed,   and  felt  quite  dizzy.     I 
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managed  to  reach  the  jail,  and  after  finding  the  jailor,  was  at  once 
admitted  to  the  cell  where  this  prisoner  was  locked.  When  I 
entered  he  stared  at  me,  and  his  face  presented  a  mournful  appear- 
ance.    He  must  have  been  crying. 

"  Good  morning,"  I  said  as  I  walked  near  him,  but  he  gave  no 
reply.     I  stepped  up  closer  to  him  and  he  slowly  retreated. 

"Oh,  you  are  not  afraid  of  me!"  I  calmly  said,  with  my  eyes 
well  fixed  on  his  countenance.  The  more  I  looked  at  him  the  more 
he  resembled  the  widow's  husband.  The  very  same  eyes.  Presently 
I  noticed  a  ring  on  one  of  his  fingers.  A  thought  struck  me.  Perhaps 
that  is  the  ring  she  spoke  of  giving  him  at  the  seashore.  And  she 
said  that  it  bore  her  name.  With  one  sharp  move  I  grasped  his 
arm.  Sure  enough  on  the  ring  was  inscribed  the  name  Catharine. 
Now  I  felt  confident  that  I  had  the  missing  husband. 

Without  hesitating  for  a  moment,  I  said  :  "You  are  Mr.  Brighton, 
and  I  have  been  caring  for  your  wife  and  child ,  who  think  you  are  dead . ' ' 

"My  wife  and  child  living!  Oh,  God!  I  thought  they  had 
perished.  Take  me  to  them  at  once.  Why  was  I  so  mean  as  to 
have  left  them  for  so  man)'-  years  ? ' ' 

Without  much  delay  I  ordered  a  cab,  and  soon  we  were  off  for 
1 742  Grove  Park  Lane.  On  the  way  he  explained  me  all.  How 
he  had  swam  for  nearly  five  leagues  to  save  his  life.  How  through 
years  of  misery  and  suffering,  he  was  able  to  reach  his  long  lost  home. 

Suddenly  the  cab  stopped;  we  were  before  our  destination. 
Upon  alighting  I  told  him  to  step  aside  so  as  not  to  break  his 
presence  too  soon.  I  rapped  at  the  door  and  in  a  few  moments 
heard  footsteps  approaching.     Suddenly  the  door  opened. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Furley,"  said  the  mother,  who  seemed 
much  pleased  to  see  me.  "Good  morning,"  I  replied;  "how  are  all 
of  you  this  morning?" 

"  Better,"  she  answered,  "won't  you  step  in?" 

At  this  point  I  brought  this  man  before  her„  With  one  sharp 
glance  at  each  other,  they  clasped  hands. 

"  Frederick!" 

"Catharine!" 

What  joy  reigned  in  that  family  henceforth !  Plow  many  times 
I  visited  them,  always  to  receive  a  warm  welcome.  Providence 
had  paid  its  debt. 

"The  soldier  in  blue, 
Always  remains  true." 
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■J*     HIT  OR  MISS    # 


MARCUS  LEON,  'OJ,      EDITOR. 

Rudley,  '08  (during  a  slumber) — 11-44-16-charge!!! 


Condor,  '06 — Have  you  seen  our  spring  chickens  ? 

Roose,  '06  (in  surprise) — Spring  chickens  this  time  of  the  year! 

Condor,  '06 — Yes ;  we  raised  them  in  our  spring  room. 


Dusty — It  is  pretty  hard  for  a  hobo  to  be  consistent,  Weary. 
Weary— Why? 

Dust}' — One  lady  just  now  give  me  angel  cake  an'  anudder 
give  me  deviled  crabs. 

Frank,  '07 — Why  do  you  rub  that  cow's  udder  so,  Neustadt? 
Neustadt,  '06 — Why,  to  make  that  milk  shake  (milk-shake). 


Silver,  '09,  would  like  to  know  that  if  by  giving  hens  boiled 
water,  would  they  lay  boiled  eggs. 


Wiseman,   '07   (in  poultry) — Professor,  do  you  think  that  we 
will  be  able  to  enter  our  Plymouth  rocks  in  the  poultry  show? 
Professor  Bishop — No;  they  are  all  barred  (Barred). 


When  "Krinzy"  hits  the  line, 
It's  always  for  six  or  nine ; 
Although  called  Bachelor  by  all, 
He's  not  so  slow  after  all. 


We  all  have  one  mother  but  forefathers. 


Roose,   '06   (dairyman)  thinks  that  by  churning  flies  he  will 
obtain  butterflies. 

Edith — Is  Rosalyn  an  artist? 
Ruth — She  paints. 


Ostrolenk,  '06 — How's  your  brother  getting  along  at  college? 
I  hear  he's  gone  into  athletics. 

Feldman,  '08  (alias  "Boozy  Bill") — Yes;  he's  quarterback  on 
the  football  team,  and  fullback  in  his  studies. 
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ABE    MILLER,   '07,  EDITOR. 

The  football  season  is  now  well  under  way.  Coach  Halligan  is 
working  diligently  to  get  the  men  in  prime  condition  for  all  of  the 
big  games  which  are  scheduled  to  begin  the  latter  part  of  October. 

Owing  to  the  good  showing  we  made  in  football  last  year, 
our  supporters  liberally  gave  all  necessary  funds  needed  to  fit  out 
the  team. 

This  year  a  tackling  dummy  has  been  secured.  This  addition 
has  enabled  the  coaches  to  teach  the  candidates  the  different  ways 
of  tackling  in  open  field  and  at  close  range. 

A  scrimmage  is  held  every  other  day  between  two  teams,  chosen 
by  Mr.  Halligan  early  in  the  season.  Recently  Coach  Halligan 
put  the  regular  backs  and  center  behind  the  scrub  line  to  give 
them  practice  in  plunging  through  the  varsity  line.  It  is  a  good 
idea  and  excellent  results  are  evident. 

Last  year  we  played  our  hardest  game  with  Central  Manual. 
Although  we  played  them  to  a  stand  still,  it  by  no  means  brought 
out  the  caliber  of  the  individual  player. 

It  was  our  first  game  and  the  new  men  in  the  line  showed 
some  symptoms  of  "bashfulness."  However,  this  year,  to  overcome 
this  obstacle  we  played  a  game  prior  to  the  game  with  Central 
Manual  so  as  to  get  in  good  shape  to  meet  them. 

Coach  Halligan  has  worked  faithfully  with  the  squad  and  has 
brought  out  some  promising  players. 

Captain  Krinzman  and  Condor  are  practicing  punting  every 
day  and  promise  to  come  around  in  good  shape. 

As  yet  no  definite  line  up  of  the  regulars  has  been  made,  but 
the  candidates  who  are  most  likely  to  represent  Farm  School  are 
Captain  Krinzman,  Condor,  Neustadt,  Feinberg,  I.  Horn,  Chodos, 
Ostrolenk,  Shornsky,  Frank,  Rudley,  Miller,  Leon  Dobins,  Fleisher 
and  Schlessinger. 


THE  GLEANER 


*§e  Class,  Club  and  School  Notes  *& 


LOUIS   ROCK,  '07,  EDITOR. 

During  the  summer  a  good  number  of  the  students  rehearsed 
the  lessons  taught  them  last  winter.  Thus  when  September  20 
came,  and  school  opened,  they  were  fully  prepared  to  take  up 
the  new  course  of  study.  But  those  who  have  failed  to  do  that, 
and  who  have  rested  their  minds  entirely  from  this  kind  of  work 
have  found  themselves  deeply  in  a  hole. 

In  the  classroom  they  were  occasionally  scolded  by  the  profes- 
sors and  very  often  they  were  told  that  they  do  not  belong  in  this 
class.  Had  they  realized  this  earlier  and  have  taken  advantage 
of  the  opportunity  by  turning  back  to  the  text-books  at  times, 
there  would  be  no  need  of  all  this  trouble. 


Seniors 

The  course  of  study  to  be  pursued  by  the  Senior  Class  will 
be  on  a  somewhat  more  extensive  scale  than  it  has  been  in  previous 
years.  To  the  usual  list  of  Farm  Economy,  Surveying,  Chemistry, 
Stock  Feeding,  Breeding,  Agricultural  Physics  and  Geology  will 
be  added.  These  subjects,  with  the  many  others  that  will  be 
taken  up  later  on,  it  is  hoped,  will  be  of  quite  an  interest  to  the 
class,  and  the  Seniors  will  not  have  much  time  left  to  themselves. 

As  yet  the  class  has  not  organized,  due  to  the  fact  that  several 
of  its  members  spent  part  of  the  summer  at  their  homes,  making 
it  practically  impossible  to  arrange  a  meeting. 


Besides  the  number  of  studies  that  have  been  taken  up  during 
the  Sophomore  year,  a  number  of  additional  ones  will  be  had. 
Surveying,  Trigonometry,  Agricultural  Physics  and  a  few  others 
will  be  somewhat  strange  to  us  and  a  good  deal  of  our  time  will 
have  to  be  devoted  to  this  new  course  of  study. 

The  class  has  as  yet  been  unable  to  organize,  due  perhaps 
to  the  carelessness  of  some  of  its  members.  It  seems  that  they 
have  forgotten  the  old  saying,  "In  union  there  lies  strength." 
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Sophomores 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the.  Class  of  1908,  the  following 
results  were  obtained:  President,  Nathan  Feldman;  Secretary 
and  Treasurer,  Alphonse  Schlesinger;   Historian,  Samuel  Goldphan. 

During  the  last  year  the  meetings  of  the  Class  of  1908  were  con- 
ducted very  poorly.  They  had  different  officers  elected  every  month 
and  there  was  not  the  enthusiasm  that  should  prevail  amongst 
such  a  large  class.  Some  of  the  members  attended  the  meetings 
with  the  idea  of  passing  time  away  and  acted  very  ungentlemanly, 
causing  many  disturbances.  Perhaps  all  this  could  be  allotted 
to  the  slight  knowledge  they  had  about  class  organizations. 

However,  it  is  hoped  that  under  the  present  staff  of  officers 
they  will  have  a  more  prosperous  year,  and  be  able  to  teach  the 
Freshman  class  a  lesson  as  to  how  a  meeting  should  be  held. 

We  regret  to  say  that  Samuel  Galblum,  one  of  the  most  active 
members  of  the  Class  of  1908,  has  severed  his  connections  with  this 
institution  and  we  trust  that  he  will  succeed  in  his  new  undertaking. 


Freshmen 

We  have  already  been  honored  by  the  arrival  of  seven  new 
Freshmen.  They  have  not  yet  organized  but  have  formed  a  sort 
of  a  secret  society,  the  object  of  which  is  to  protect  against  any 
disturbances  that  may  be  caused  by  the  upper  classmen. 


Literary  Society 

The  chances  and  opportunities  for  the  students  to  display 
their  talents  has  again  presented  itself.  The  Literary  Society 
opened  recently  and  it  is  up  to  the  students  to  make  it  a  success. 

Last  year  there  was  a  little  trouble  about  the  programmes. 
If  a  student  had  accidentally  been  assigned  to  perform  something 
in  the  Literary  Society  too  frequently,  he  greatly  objected,  thinking 
it  to  be  premeditated  work  on  the  part  of  the  programme  committee. 
This  year  it  is  hoped  the  students  will  not  be  influenced  by  such 
false  ideas,  and  even  if  it  should  happen  that  a  member  of  the 
organization  be  called  upon  too  often,  he  will  do  it  willingly. 

A  great  deal  this  year  is  expected  from  the  low^er  classmen, 
for  it  is  for  their  sakes  principally,  that  this  society  is  formed. 
But  it  is  also  the  duty  of  the  upper  classmen  to  show  them  a  good 
example  by  performing  their  parts  well.  In  so  doing,  the  Literary 
Society  will  become  a  pleasure  to  the  students  and  the  meetings 
will  not  be  so  monotonous  as  they  have  been  at  times. 
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At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  A.  A.  we  were  very  sorry  to  have 
Mr.  Frank  hand  in  his  resignation  as  manager  of  chewing  gum, 
fruit,  etc.  He  has  done  most  excellent  work  during  his  term  of 
office  and  we  trust  that  Ben  Kline,  '09,  his  successor,  will  prove 
to  be  as  competent  a  man. 


Farm  Department 

The  principal  crops  of  the  Farm  Department  to  which  the 
students  have  devoted  a  great  deal  of  attention,  were  potatoes  and 
tomatoes.  Both  crops  have  been  satisfactory  in  quality  and 
quantity,  and  although  we  were  very  unfortunate  in  having  a 
drouth,  still  it  may  be  well  said  that  the  results  attained  were  far 
better  than  that  of  last  year. 

A  great  change  has  taken  place  in  the  Farm  Department 
in  regards  to  the  arrangements  of  work.  In  former  times,  only 
those  students  who  have  had  the  experience  in  driving  or  who 
have  made  a  fair  showing  while  given  their  first  chances  at  it, 
received  a  team.  Now  all  this  has  been  changed.  A  certain 
number  of  students  are  assigned  to  be  teamsters  for  each  month 
and  every  one  is  being  given  the  same  opportunity.  Thus  when 
they  graduate  from  this  institution,  it  may  be  well  said  that  they 
have  had  a  thorough  training  in  every  branch  of  farming. 


Horticultural  Department 

The  desire  of  the  students  to  work  in  the  Horticultural  Depart- 
ment is  now  greater  than  it  ever  was  before.  The  peaches  and 
grapes  are  already  ripe,  and  it  is  a  pleasure  to  take  a  stroll  in  that 
direction  and  partake  of  some  of  the  fruit.  We  have  received 
quite  a  fair  yield,  and  Mr.  Halligan,  Professor  of  Horticulture, 
seems  to  be  pretty  well  satisfied  with  the  results. 


Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  probation. 

A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  somebody  else's. 

People  who  live  in  glass  houses  should  never  make  love. 

Spring  and  summer  goeth  before  a  fall. 

A  clear  conscience  fears  no  confuser. 

All  work  and  no  pay  makes  Jack  a  poor  boy. 

Cut  your  throat  according  to  your  worth. 

None  but  the  conductor  deserves  the  fare. 

A  rolling-pin  gathers  no  dough. 
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*    EXCHANGES    <$ 


M.    GREEN,    '07. 

We  are  quite  missing  our  Exchanges,  which  so  far  failed  to 
appear  on  our  table,  thus  unabling  the  editor  of  this  department 
both  to  express  his  opinion  and  view  or  to  enjoy  the  reading  of 
many  interesting  stories,  which  occupy  the  pages  of  our  numerous 
Exchanges. 

Nevertheless  we  sincerely  hope  to  see  our  Exchanges  in  the 
very  near  future  lay  before  us,  ready  for  criticism,  and  owing  to  the 
fact  that  our  last  month's  issue  has  been  sent  out  already,  we  shall 
certainly  have  the  honor  and  pleasure  the  next  time  to  do  a  little 
more  for  the  benefit  of  our  Exchanges. 

"Better  late  than  never."  With  these  words  the  editor  of 
this  department  shall  conclude  his  brief  notes  for  this  month, 
greeting  all  the  friends  and  anxiously  waiting  for  their  first  appear- 
ance. 

THE  FARMER. 

The  farmer  minds  his  peas  (and  Q's), 
He  hives  his  bees,  he  tends  his  ewes ; 
Out  in  the  field  his  gee  and  haw 
Resound  above  the  raven's  caw; 
Until  the  ground  begins  to  freeze 
He  almost  never  takes  his  ease. 
But  still  amidst  his  toil  and  cares 
In  all  his  work  the  old  plow  shares. — Ex. 


Franklin — Did  you  get  a  good  color  at  the  seashore? 
Penn — I  looked  pretty  blue  when  I  got  the  hotel  bill. — Ex. 


IN  THE  "B"  CLASS. 
Mary  had  a  swarm  of  bees, 

And  they,  to  save  their  lives, 
Must  go  wherever  Mary  went 

'Cause  Mary  had  the  hives. — Ex. 
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The  Flower 

BY    VICTOR    ANDERSON,    '07. 

Yea,  pretty  little  flower, 
How  great  is  thy  power, 
How  enchanting  thy  leaves 

Divine  joy  to  us  gives. 
Sweet  voices  are  ringing, 
Praise  to  thee  are  singing, 
Tribute  to  thee  bringing, 
All  are  praising  thee. 

Yea,  pretty  little  flower, 
How  great  is  thy  power. 
Youth  you  make  rejoicing 
Old  men  with  thanks  voicing, 
The  siek  you  bring  a  smile, 
The  tired  a  restful  while. 
Thy  color  has  no  style, 
All  are  praising  thee. 

Yea,  pretty  little  flower, 

How  great  is  thy  power, 

To  the  child  who  is  born, 

To  our  friends  whom  we  mourn, 

In  a  great  happy  day, 

In  our  sad  downward  way. 

Till  our  hair  gets  all  gray. 

We  are  praising  thee. 


( 


More  than  half-a-million  copies  of  the  Burpee  Catalogues  for  1905 
have  been  mailed  already.  Have  YOU  received  one  ?  If  not,  it  will  pay  you 
to  write  TO-DAY!    A  postal  card  will  do.     Simply  address 

BURPEE'S  SEEDS,  Philadelphia,  Pa., 

and  you  will  receive  by  return  mail  Burpee's  Farm  Annual,— so  long  recog- 
nized as  the  "  Leading  American  Seed  Catalogue."  It  is  a  handsome  book  of 
178  pages,  with  elegant  colored  plates,  and  tells  the  plain  truth  about  all  the 

Best   Seeds  that  Grow! 
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CONFECTIONER 


H.  P.  WHITE 

Cigars  and  Tobacco 

Shoes  and  Sunday  Papers     Edison  Phonograph 
Records 

DOYLESTOWN,  PA. 


HEEBNER'S  Ee,»  HORSE  POWER 

and  Little  Giant  Thresher  and  Cleaner 

make  the  handiest  and  moat  economical  threshing  outfit  known. 
J  J  ho  thrclier  ia  made  in  three  sizes,  21,  26  and  30  In.  cylinder.  It  la 
a  simple,  ea3 y  to  handle,  light  running, strong, durable  and  effectire 
I  machine.  "Will  thresh  and  clean  wheat,  rye,  oats,  barley,  flax,  rice, 
i  airalfa,  millet,  sorghum,  timothy,  etc.  Capacity  200  to  500  bus.    K*> 
eulta  perfoot.    "Will  fit  one  man  or  a  whole  neighborhood  equally  well.  Can  be  run  by  steam,  gasoline,  or  any  other  powerif  preferred.  Tread  pow- 
ers for  1,  2  and  3  horses  (equal  to  2,  4  and  0  horses  In  lerer  power.)  For  cutting  dry  feed,  ensilage  and  shelling,  sawinj  wood,  pumping,  separating 
oroam,  etc  Strongest  and  ligh  teat  running  powers  on  the  market.  Mounted  Of  unmounted,  as  ordered.  We  also  make  Lever  Powers,  Peed  andBn&U 
lageCuttera,  Wood  Baws,  Feed  Grinders,  etc  Send  for  FREE  Catalogue.  ©  IILEBXER  &  SON'S,  No.        Broud  St.,  Lansdale,  Pa. 
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Repairing  Neatly 
Done 


Main  St.  nr.  State 
DOYLESTOWN 


This  Space 
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THE    CLAY   STUDIO 


Copying  and  Enlarging 
Miniatures  in  all  Grades 
Pictures  Framed 


Photographs 


TAYLOR  BUILDING 

Near  Corner  Main  and  West  State 

DOYLESTOWN 
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Ask  your  Dealer  and  insist 
on  having  your  awnings 
made  from 

HOFFMAN  Gold  Tiedal 
Brand  Awning   Stripes 

Good  makers  can  get  these 

Look  for  the  Label. 
HOFFMAN-CORR  MFG.  CO. 

415  Market  St.,  Phila. 
107  Duane  St.,  New  York 
Largest  Rope  and  Twine 

Houses  in  the  World. 
Contractors  to  the 

Government 


LANDSCAPE  and  PORTRAIT 
ARTIST 

OLD   PICTURES   ENLARGED 

Cabinet     Photos     a      Specialty 

All  kinds  Picture  Frames  made 

to  order 

Cor.  State  and  Clinton  Sts.,  Doylestown, 
Pa. 

RAW  SILK  CHEST  PROTECTORS 

Better  than  chamois  and  washable.  Children's 
size  50c.;  Men's  75c;  Double  Ones  SI. 00.  Our 
Raw  Silk  Wash-rags,  healthy  for  the  skin,  soft, 
elastic;  we  mail  one  for  15c,  and  two  for  25c 
Raw  Silk  Friction  Towels,  35,  50  and  75c,  ac- 
cording to  the  size  mailed. 

AMEEICAN  SLLK  MFG.  CO. 

311  Walnut  Street  Philadelpliia,  Pa. 

Buy  an  A.  A.  Ticket 

and  see 

FARM   SCHOOL 

on  the 

Girdiron  this  Fall 

Original  ANTIQUE  FURNITURE  and  Mantel 
Clocks,  Andirons  and   old   Brasses, 
Colonial  Mirrors,  Historical   China 


3,  m.  OJintref) 


918  &  926  PINE  ST.,  PHILA.,  PA. 
-Telephone  connection- 


Manufacturer  of   Art    Furniture,    True  Colonial, 

Chippendale  and    Sheraton    Styles 

Estimates  and  designs  cheerfully  furnished 

The  ACME  BOTTLING 
COMPANY 

Mineral  Waters  for  Medical  and  Family  Use 
The  Incomparable  Ginger  Ale  a  Specialty 

HS3  North  Front  St.,  Phila.,  Pa. 

W.  MENDELSOHN,  Proprietor 


STOCKS  and  BONDS  BOUGHT  and  SOLD 

American  Deforest  Wireless  Preferred;  Fearno; 
Mining  and  Milling;  Verde  Chief  Copper,  Arizonat 
Donna  Dora,  New  Mexico;  North  American 
Mining,  Lordsburg;  Iola  Mining,  North  Carolina ; 
American  Monorail;  Black  Diamond  Anthracite 
Coal:  Doylestown  &  Easton  Railroad  Bonds, 
and  all  others  bought  and  sold. 

R.O'SULLIVAN,  Broker,  43  Exchange  PI.,  NewYork 


Harry  Fluck 

BLACKSMITH 

Doylestown         Pa. 


MILTON   REED 

Dealer  in 

Diamonds,  iUatcbes,  Clocks,  Jewelry, 
Cut  Glass  and  Silverware 


HART  BUILDING, 
DOYLESTOWN,  PA. 
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Cash  paid  for 
Old  Gold  and 
Silver 


E.  SPITZ 

MEATS  £y  PROVISIONS 

Eighth  and  Jefferson  Streets 
Philadelphia 

DOYLESTOWN 

ffiand  ^aundrz; 

A.  F.  DIETERICH,  Agent 
All  work  promptly  attended  to 

SARAH  A.  HUBER 

Wholesaler  and  "Retailer  of  Wines 
Whiskies  and  Srandies 
Mushroom  Grofcer 


Allen  H.  Heist, 
Manager 


Main  Street, 

Doylestown,  Pa. 


SAM'L  BERKOWITZ 

Manufacturer  of 

Cloaks  and  Millinery 

Skirts  and  Suits  made  to  order 

at  short  notice. 

629-631  SOUTH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 

No  connection  with  any  other  store 
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J.  F.  GRAY 

29   South  Eleventh   Street 

Near  Chestnut  Street       .-.  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


HEADQUARTERS  FOR 
A.  C.  Spalding  &  Bro.'s  Trade  Mark  Athletic  and  Golf  Goods 


E.  H.  BUCKMAN  &  CO. 

DOYLESTOWN,  PA. 


Lumber,  Coal   and   Mill  Work 

ESTIMATES  FURNISHED 

A.  POMERANTZ  &  CO. 
£tat\annB,  fJnntera 

and 

Ulank  j&aak  MtxkttB 

22  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Phila. 

Bell,  Spruce  24-48  Keystone,  Race  6-50 

Wines  and  Liquors 

Superior  Quality 
Moderate  Prices 

J.   CARTUN 

401-5  South  St.  Philadelphia 


WISMER'S 

Steam   Laundry 

DOYLESTOWN,  PA. 
Satisfaction 
Guaranteed  Give  us  a  Trial  Order 

F.  Pulaski  &  Co. 

Art  Stores 

924  Chestnut  Street,  Philadelphia 

J.  ZARESKY    ««l*«tote*rofter 
94a  S.  Ninth    St. 

Mouses  bougbt,  solo  ano 
erxbangeb 


Ros.  3*8  Reed  St.,  Phlla.,  Pa. 


Both  Phones 


1209  Market  Street 


Philadelphia 


A.  S.  HELLYER'S  &  SONS 
. .  iltmljatttB  . . 

DOYLESTOWN,      -      PA. 

Ladies'  and  Children's  Wear,  Dry  Goods, 
Groceries,  Shoes,  Notions,  etc. 


HARRIS  MASTER 


Established  1837  t 

The  Qreat  "Bailey's  Pure  Rye" 

HUEY  &  CHRIST  % 


i 


* 

* 
Dealer  in  all  kinds  of  * 

Sewing    Machines,    Musical    Instru-      X 
ments,  Safes,  Pianos  and  Phonographs      § 

525  S.  Sixth  St.,  Phila.,  Pa.      | 
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*  The  Stewart  &  Steen  Co. 

*  COLLEGE  ENGRAVERS 

|  AND  PRINTERS 

I  1024  Arch  Street,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


*§( 


Makers  of  College  and  Class  Day  Invitations,  Stationery, 
Programs,  Banquet  Menus,  Crests  and  Coats  of  Arms, 
Class  Pins  and  Buttons.  Medals  for  Field  Day  Sports. 


JAMES  BARRETT 

Dealer  in 

Hardware,  Paints,  Glass,  etc. 

Cor.  Main  and  Asbland  Sts. 
DOYLESTOWN 

PA. 


LOUIS  MOERMAN 

Tractical  'Barber 

SHAVING  AND  HAIR  CUTTING 

Opposite  Post  Office,  Doylestown,  Pa. 

Razors  Grotmd  and  Set 

R.  L.  CLYMER 

Dealer  in 

Dry  Qoods,  Qroceries,  Notions  and 
General  Merchandise 

Opp.P.&R.Depot    DOYLESTOWN,  PA. 


Gutekunst  Portraits 


THE   CRITERION    EVERYWHERE 


Studios 

Broad  and  Columbia  Ave. 


* 


Branch  of 

712  Arch  Street    % 


* 


STUDENTS'  RATES 


LUMBER        Jk        Mill  Work  and  Coal 
Roteel   &   Raike 


* 


West  State  St.,  near  Clinton 


DOYLESTOWN,  PA. 


$  D.  KLEIN  &  BRO. 

|  Merchant  Tailors 

*  MAKERS  OF  UNIFORMS 

1  Cadets'  Uniforms  A  Specialty 

I  927  Market  St.,  Philadelphia 

f  Write  for  Samples,  Catalogues  and  Prices 

|  Samuel   W.    Goodman's 

|  printing  ^nna* 

I  116  N.  Third  St.,  Philadelphia 

<f>  Established  1865                                               Both  Phones 


JOHN  DONNELLY 
Stoves  and  Ranges 

Steam,  Hot  Water  and  Hot  Air 
Heating — Roofing  and  Spouting 


Doylestown, 


Penna. 


The  Berg  Company 

PHILADELPHIA,   PA. 


Manufacturers  of 

Pure  Ingredient  Guanos 
and  Bone  Manures 


* 

Geo.  W.  Gibbons  &  Sons  Co.,  Inc.,  147  N.  Tenth  St. 


